VOL. 8, NO. 5 MANH UNT OCTOBER, 1960 


CONTENTS 


FULL LENGTH NOVEL 
To Catcu a Spy by Philip Freund . 0... ccccsccceeeccseseseee 83 


NOVELETTE 
Tue Fuortives by Mare Penry Winters... 0 cee cece eee e ees 38 


SHORT STORIES 


Too Mucu To Prove by Glenn Canary... ccceccccecececcecee = I 
Deap Beat by Hayden Howard...... rere eee 
Wuire Licurnine by David Maurer... 0. cece cece eeeeeee 20 
Name Unknown, Supyecr Muroer by Sheila S. Thompson..... | ey 
Tue Trouste Suoorers by Dan Brennan... 0... cece eeeeeeee 38 
SHATTER Proor by Jack Ritchie ..... 6. cc cceeeeneesaeseneenee 33 


Protection by Hal Ellson.......ccceeceeeneeeeeeeeseeeees 77 


MICHAEL ST. JOHN, Publisher 
GERALD ADAMS, Art Director JOHN UNDERWOOD, Editor 
JOE SHORE, Advertising Rep. J. PROSKE, Associate Editor 


MANHUNT Vo_LuME 8, Numner 5, October, 1960. Single copies 35 cents. Subscriptions, $4.00 for 12 

issues in the United States and Possessions; elsewhere $5.00 (in U, S. Funds) for 12 issues. 
Published bi-monthly by Flying Eagle Publications, Inc., 545 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. Telephone MU 
7-6623. Second Class Postage paid at Concord, N. H. and at additional mailing offices. The entire contents of 
this issue are copyright 1960 by Flying Eagle Publications, Inc., under the International Copyright Conven- 
tion. All rights reserved under Inter-American Copyright Convention. Title registered U.S. Pat. Office. Repro- 
duction or use without express permission, of editorial or pictorial content in any manner is prohibited. Postage 
must accompany manuscripts and drawings if return is desired, but no responsibility will be assumed for 
unsolicited materials. Manuscripts and art work should be sent to Manhunt, 545 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, 
N. Y. No similarity between any of the names, characters, persons and/or institutions appearing in this maga- 
zine and those of any living or dead person or institution is intended and any similarity which may exist is 
purely coincidental. Printed in U. S.A. 


I [: was a soft-faced man wear- 


ing rimless glasses, but he han- 


dled the automatic with unmistak- 


able competence. 

I was rather surprised at my 
calmness when I learned the reason 
for his presence. “It’s a pity to die in 
ignorance,” I said. “Who hired you 
~ to kill me?” 

_ His voice was mild. “I could be 
an enemy in my own right.” 

I had been making a drink in 
my study when I had heard him 
and turned. Now I finished pour- 
ing from the decanter. “I know the 
enemies I’ve made and you are a 
stranger. Was it my wife?” 

He smiled. “Quite correct. Her 
motive must be obvious.” - 


PROO 
i Seni See rd 


“Yes,” I said. “I have money and _ 


apparently she wants it. All of it.” 

He regarded me _ objectively. 
“Your age is?” 

“Fifty-three.” 

“And your wife is?” 

“Twenty-two” 

He clicked his tongue. “You were 
foolish to expect anything perma- 
nent, Mr. Williams.” , 

I sipped the whiskey. “I expected 
a divorce after a year or two and 
a painful settlement. But not death.” 

“Your wife is a beautiful woman, 
but greedy, Mr. Williams. I’m sur- 
prised that you never noticed.” 

My eyes went to the gun: “I as- 
sume you have killed before?” 

“Yes.” | 
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Mr. Williams was a civilized man. When the profes- 
sional hired to kill him appeared in his study, gun 
tn hand, Mr. Williams naturally offered him a drink. 
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. “And obviously you enjoy it.” 

He nodded. “A morbid pleasure, 
I admit. But I do.” 

‘ I watched him and waited. Fi- 
nally I said, “You have been here 
more than two minutes and I am 
still alive.” 

“There is no hurry, Mr. Wil- 
liams,” he said softly. 

“Ah, then the actual killing is not 
your greatest joy. You must savor 
the preceding. moments.” 

“You. have insight, Mr. Wil- 
liams.” 

“And as long as I keep you en- 
tertained, in one manner or an- 
other, I remain alive?” 

“Within a time limit, of course.” 

“Naturally. A drink, Mr... .?” 

“Smith requires no strain on the 
memory. Yes, thank you. But please 
allow me to see what you are doing 
when you prepare it.” 

“It’s hardly likely that I would 
have poison conveniently at hand 
for just such an occasion.” . 

“Hardly likely, but still possible.” 

He watched me while I made his 
_ drink and then took an easy chair. 
“I sat on the davenport. “Where 
would my wife be at this moment?” 

“At a party, Mr. Williams. There 
will be a dozen people to swear 
- that she never left their sight dur- 
ing the time of your murder.” 

“T will be shot by a burglar? An 
intruder?” 

He put his drink on the cocktail 
table in front of him. “Yes. After I 
shoot you, I shall, of course, wash 


this glass and return it to your-li- 
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_quor cabinet. And when I leave I 
shall wipe all fingerprints from the 


doorknobs I’ve touched.” 

“You will take a few trifles with 
you? To make the burglar-intrud- 
er story more authentic?” 


_ “That will not be necessary, Mr. 
Williams. The police will assume 
that the burglar panicked after he © 


killed you and fled empty-handed.” 
“That picture on the east wall,” I 


said. “It’s worth thirty thousand.” . 


His eyes went to it for a moment 
and then quickly returned to me. 
“It is tempting, Mr. Williams. But I 
desire to possess nothing that will 
even remotely link me to you. I ap- 
preciate art, and especially its mone- 
tary value, but not to the extent 
where I will risk the electric chair.” 
Then he smiled. “Or were you per- 
haps offering me the painting? In 
exchange for your life?” 
“Tt was a thought.” 


He shook his head. “I’m sorry, » 


Mr. Williams. Once I accept a com- 
mission, I am not dissuaded. It is a 
matter of professional pride.” 

I put my drink on the table. “Are 
you waiting for me to show fear, 
Mr. Smith?” 

“You will show it.” 

“And then you will kill me?” 


His eyes flickered. “It is a strain, | 
isn’t it, Mr. Williams? To be afraid 


and not to dare show it.” 

“Do you expect your victims to 
beg?” I asked. 

“They do. In one manner or an- 
other.” 

“They appeal to your humanity? 
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‘And that is hopeless?” 


“It is hopeless.” 

“They offer you money?” 

“Very often.” 

“Is that hopeless too?” 

“So far it has been, Mr. Wil 
fiams.” 

“Behind the picture I pointed out 
to you, Mr. Smith, there is a wall 
safe.” . 

He gave the painting another 
brief glance. “Yes.” _ 

“It contains five thousand dol- 
lars.” 

“That is a lot of money, Mr. Wil 
Rams.” 

I picked up my glass and went 
to the painting. I opened the safe, 
selected a brown envelope, and 
then finished my drink. I put the 


empty glass in the safe and twirled 


the knob. 

Smith’s eyes were drawn to the 
envelope. “Bring that here, please.” 

-I put the envelope on the cocktail 
table in front of him. 

He looked at it for a few mo- 
ments and then up at me. “Did you 
actually think you could buy your 
lifer” 7 

I lit a cigarette. “No. You are, 
shall we say, incorruptible.” 

He frowned slightly. “But still 
you brought me the five thou 
sand?” | 

I picked up the envelope and 
tapped its contents out on the table. 
“Old receipts. All completely value- 
less to you.” 

He showed the color of irrita- 
tion. “What do you think this 
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“has possibly gained you?” 
“The opportunity to go to the © 


safe and put your glass inside it.” 
His eyes flicked to the glass in 
front of him. “That was yours. Not 
mine.” 
I smiled. “It was your glass, Mr. 
Smith. And I imagine that the po- 


lice will wonder what an empty 


glass is doing in my safe. I rather 
think, especially since this will be a 
case of murder, that they will have 
the intelligence to take finger- 
prints.” 

His eyes: narrowed. “I haven't 
taken my eyes off you for a mo- 
ment. You couldn’t have switched 
our glasses.” | 

“No? I seem to recall that at least 
twice you looked at the painting.” 
. Automatically he looked in that 
direction again. “Only for a second 
or two.” | : 

“It was enough.” 

He was perspiring faintly. “I say 
it was impossible.” 7 

“Then I’m afraid you will be 


greatly surprised when the police 


come for you. And after a little 
time you will have the delightful 
opportunity of facing death in the 
electric chair. You will share your 
victims’ anticipation of death with 
the addition of a great deal more 


‘time in which to let your imagina- 


tion play with the topic. I’m sure 
you’ve read accounts of executions 
in the electric chair?” 


His finger seemed to tighten on 


the trigger. : : 
“I wonder how you'll go,” I said. 
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“You've probably pictured yourself 
meeting death with calmness and 


fortitude. But that is a common © 


comforting delusion, Mr. Smith. 


~. You will more likely have to be 


dragged... .” 

His voice was level. “Open that 
safe or I'll kill you.” 

I laughed. “Really now, Mr. 
Smith, we both know that obvious- 
ly you will kill me if I do open the 
safe.” | 

A half a minute went by before 
he spoke. “What do you intend to 
do with the glass?” 

“If you don’t_murder me—and I 
rather think you won’t now—I will 
take it to a private detective agency 
and have your fingerprints repro- 
duced. I will put them, along with 
a note containing pertinent infor- 
‘mation, inside a sealed envelope. 
And I will leave instructions that 


‘in the event I die violently, even if 


the occurrence appears accidental, 
the envelope be forwarded to the 
police.” 

Smith stared at me and then he 


took a breath. “AIl that won’t be- 


necessary. I will leave now and you 
will never see me again.” . 

I shook my head. “I prefer my 
plan. It provides protection for my 
future.” | 


He was thoughtful. “Why don’t 


- you go direct to the police?” 

“I have my reasons.” 

His eyes went down to his gun 
and then slowly he put it in his 
pocket. An idea came to him. 
“Your wife could very easily hire 
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someone else to kill you.” 

“Yes, She could do that.” 

“I would be accused of your 
death. I could go to the electric 
chair.” 

“I imagine -so. Unless. . . .” 

Smith waited. 

“Unless, of course, she were un- 
able to hire anyone.” | 
_“But there are probably a half a 
dozen others... .” He stopped. . 

I smiled. “Did my wife tell you 
where she is now?” 

“Just that she’d be at a place 
called the Petersons. She will leave 
at eleven.” 

“Eleven? A good time. It will be 


very dark tonight. Do you know. 


the Petersons’ address?” 

He stared at me. “No.” 

“In Bridgehampton,” I said, and 
I gave him the house number. 

Our eyes held for half a minute. 
- “It’s something you must do,” I 
said softly. “For your own protec- 
tion.” | | 

He buttoned his coat slowly. 
“And where will you be at eleven, 
Mr. Williams?” Bo 

“At my club, probably playing 
cards with five or six friends. They 
will no doubt commiserate with 
me when I receive word that my 
wife has been... shot?” 


“It all depends on the circum- 


stances and the opportunity.” He 
smiled thinly. “Did you ever love 
her?” | 

I picked up a jade figurine and 


examined it. “I was extremely fond - 


of this piece when I first bought it. 
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‘Now it bores me. I will replace it 
with another.” | 


When he was gone there was just 


enough time to take the glass to a 
detective agency before I went on to 


the club. 
Not the glass in the safe, of 


course, It held nothing but my own 
fingerprints. — 

I took the one that Mr. Smith 
left on the cocktail table when he 
departed. 

The prints of Mr. Smith’s fingers 
developed quite clearly, 
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